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LEGENDS OF THE RHINE. 



THE DRACHENFELS. 

Once in grey old Drachenfels, 
As the Rhenish legend tells, 

A fearful dragon lay ; 
And the people trembled all, 
When they saw that great beast crawl,. 

And in fear they fled away. 

But fiercer than the dragon's claw, 
Was the bloody war, 

That raged in that fair land ; 
Many a Christian knight 
Fell in that cruel fight, 

Slain by the heathen's hand. 

And on many a lovely maid 
Their ruthless hands were laid. 

But Emma was the fairest among all. 

B 
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They fought and straggled sore, 
And an oath each foeman swore. 
To win her or to fall. 

Then the prophetess of night, 
When she saw how fierce the fight, 

Lifted up her voice and said, 
" That war and strife may cease, 
And your hearts may be at peace. 

To the dragon give the maid." 

Then they bore her swift along, 
That crael, heathen throng, 

To the dragon's darksome den ; 
And they watched to see him clasp, 
In his fierce and angry grasp, 

The fairest maiden among men. 

And as they stood and gazed, 
Terrified, amazed, 

Waiting for the beast to slay. 
They saw the maiden hold 
Aloft a cross of gold ; 

And the dragon groaned and lay. 
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For he fain would bound, 
And drag her to the ground, 

But for that within her hand ; 
And the people trembled all, 
When they saw that dread beast fall 

Lifeless on the sand. 

Then lo, with one accord 
They knelt upon the sward. 

And there arose upon the air, 
From the people on the ground 
A sweet and solemn sound 

Of voices knit in prayer. 
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LURLEY. 

Hark to those sounds of singing-. 
That float on the evening air, 

A rapture unearthly bringing. 
Entrancing to slumber care. 

The boatmen stood still to listen, 
And they leant each one on his oar. 

Their eyes with rapture did glisten, 
As the wind that weird song bore. 

Qoser and closer they drifted, 

Nearer yet to their doom. 
With looks of rapture uplifted, 

They floated on to the tomb. 

And there on the headland hoary. 

Lit up by the setting sun, 
Sat the maiden of mystic story ; 

Sat Lurley, the fatal one. 
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Idly sitting and combing 

Her tresses of yellow hair, 
Wrapt in the mists of the gloaming, 

A creature she seemed most fair. 

One moment the sunlight was streaming, 
On her and the boatmen beneath ; 

Still gazing like men who are dreaming, 
A dream that comes nigh unto death. 

One moment all darkness obscuring, 
None but the maiden was there, 

Most lovely, most fatal, alluring. 
Still singing and combing her hair. 
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REINSTEIN. 

Long have I waited, and vainly have tried, 
To win the fair Gerda to be my young bride. 

Cried Kuno, of Ehrenfels, knight. 
Her father forbids me to see her again, 
So life is a burden and joy is but pain. 

When far from my lady love's sight. 

Now Kurt, thou her kinsman, on thee I depend^ 
I pray thee be unto me more than a friend, 

E en to win that fair lady for me ; 
Take her this gift of my milk-white steed, 
And hasten, good Kurt, with a true lover's speed, 

And the favour of fortune smile ever on thee. 
Kurt mounted the steed, and to Reinstein he rode> 
And he entered the castle where Gerda abode ; 

And the lady bowed low in the hall ; 
And when he beheld her exceedingly fair, 
Rosy lips, laughing eyes, and the sunniest hair. 

Love he pleaded, not Kuno*s, alas, after all. 
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Now he was the heir to that castle and land, 
And heavy with gold was the purse in his hand. 

So her father said yea with a will ; 
And appointed the day without loss of time, 
And prepared a great feast where all should be 
prime, 

And the fat of the flock he commanded to kilL 
So they decked the fair Gerda in costly array. 
And in bridal procession they rode on their way 

To the vale where the old chapel lay ; 
When, all of a sudden, dust rose in a cloud, 
And the face of the bridegroom was white as a 
shroud, 

For the lady so fair had galloped away. 

Away like an arrow in the flight of its speed, 
Went Gerda, the bride, on her milk-white steed. 

And the bridegroom followed madly afar ; 
But Kimo was watching, and saw his love ride, 
And his old castle gate he threw open all wide, 

And made it secure with bolt and with bar. 
In vain did they knock at the iron-bound door. 
Vainly Kurt pleaded, and vainly he swore, 

And called on his lady love's name. 
The priest was all ready, the marriage bells ring. 
But to Kurt, the betrayer, no bride did they bring, 

As he fled from the castle in anger and shame* 
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ROLANDSECK AND NOUNEN- 

WERTH. 

Oh, weep for the knight, the brave and the trae. 

And weep for the lady he loved ; 
For never, I ween, was a sadder sight seen. 

Or a tale of such sorrow e'er proved. 

Bright was her cheek and sparkling her eye, 
When he told her his love tale, I wiss ; 

Pale was the brow and trembling the lips, 
That he bent from his warhorse to kiss. 

But oh, when they told her that Roland was dead. 

Slain by the foeman's rude hand. 
No tear dimmed her eye, and no word did she say. 

But for ever hope fled in her sigh. 



ROLANDSECK AND NOUNENWERTH. 9 

She cast off her long robes, all gleaming and white, 
And her girdle of gold she unbound ; 

*And her long yellow tresses, beneath the rude 
shears, 
Like a golden rain fell to the ground. 

All in dark robes she went forth from her home, 
And she knocked at the convent door ; 

And its great hinges creaked as she bowed and 
passed through. 
And it closed on her life evermore. 

Then came a summer's day, laden with hope, 
When the knight sought his lady love's bower ; 

And found it all empty, deserted, and lone. 
More bitter than death was that hour. 

Why sits he so long at his window ? 

Why gazing and listening all day ? 
Behold from that old castle window 

He seeth the convent grey ; 
And he heareth the chaunt of the nuns as they pray. 

And he harks with a great desire. 
For the sound of a voice he will hear nevermore, 

Till it blends with the angel choir. 



ID LEGENDS OF THE RHINE. 

Weep, weep, ye stars, that gaze from above, 

And, ye winds, moan low round those halls, 
And river, oh change your song to a dirge. 

When you pass 'neath the silent walls, 
Of the living and yet dead. 

Of the joy that might have been ; 
Of two souls in spirit wed. 

Of the galph that flows between. 
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RUDESHEIM. 

In Rudesheim's old halls 
Was heard a sound of joy, 
Of laughter and of joy, 

For within its castle hoar. 
Behold its chief again, 
Who long in chains has lain, 

On Palestine's holy shore. 

In Rudesheim's old halls, 
Was heard a sound of woe, 
Of weeping and of woe, 

For while in chains he mourned his fate> 
Its lord an oath had sworn, 
If home in safety borne. 

His child to Church to consecrate. 

Now woe to Rudesheim's old halls, 

And that fatal oath. 

That breaks the lover's troth, 

A long farewell must now be spoken^ 
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E'er the golden curls are shorn, 
And the sable robes are worn, 
And the lovers part heartbroken. 

In Rudesheim*s old halls, 
Was heard no sound of joy, 
Was heard no sound of love ; 

But by the river's lonely bank, 
A maiden stood and gazed. 
In terror half amazed. 

Ere neath its darksome wave she sank. 

And still when storm winds rend the vale, 
The boatmen do declare, 
They see that lady fair 

Go floating with the river's silver flow, 
And they say they hear a cry, 
As she passeth by. 

Like a woman's wail of woe. 
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FALKENSTEIN. 

Depart and away, 

I tell ye all nay, 

My daughter I give unto none, 

But to him who will make, 

For her own sweet sake, 

A road to my old castle grey. 

Dread was the word 

Of Falkenstein's lord, 

For the deed it was hard to be done, 

The way was so steep. 

The rock was so deep, 

But thus must the lady be won. 

But Kuno loved true, 

As the bravest men do. 

And the spirit who loves such did hear. 

And she hastened her flight 

To' the fair-haired knight, 

And she whispered good words in his ear. 
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Then lo there resounded, 

Through the valley rock bounded, 

The sound of a forge in the air, 

Of pickaxe and hammer, 

Of shouting and clamour, 

When the heart of the rock was laid bare. 

And Nature awoke, 
When she heard the loud stroke. 
And she mingled her voice in the sky, 
She pealed forth her thunder, 
Which made the moon wonder, 
And quick to the other world hie. 

But when morning appeared. 

Behold a way cleared. 

Around the dark mountain's old sidei 

Adown its broad way, 

A chariot might stray ; 

Or a knight and a lady might ride. 

And in truth 'twas not long. 
E'er a lusty knight strong, 
Rode down with a wife at his side, 
And the sprite of the air, 
And the brave and the fair, 
Rejoiced in the depth of .their pride. 



ADOLPHSECK. 16 



ADOLPHSECK. 

Very weary was the warrior, tossing on his bed, 
Very lovely was the maiden who bound his aching 
head. 

Very tender was his whisper when he said, " My 

heart is thine,'' 
Very sorrowful her answer, " But I dare not give 

thee mine." 

Very pale the silver moonlight that through the 

portal fell, 
Shining on the novice who could not say farewell. 

Very lofty was the castle, Adolphseck 'twas dight, 
When fled that lovely lady with her wounded 
warrior knight. 

Very sorrowful the morning when he went again 

to war, 
And she watched him till he vanished in the 

shadow depth afar. 
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Very bitter were the moments when he came not 

back again, 
When she stole forth in the darkness to the silent 

battle plain. 

Very brightly on the morrow arose the golden day. 
But ne'er arose that lady more who by her dead 
knight lay. 
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EGINHARD AND EMMA. 

The moonbeams fell softly one Midsummers 
night, 

On a youth and a lady they fell, 
Who, hand locked in hand, beneath its pale light, 

Did wander adown the green dell. 
The flowers were sleeping. 
The owl her watch keeping. 

As they wandered alone in the dell. 

The king looked forth from his castle, and spied 

His daughter within the green dell, 
While the youth of mean lineage walked by her 
side, 
Wrath on his kingly face fell. 
The owl screeched aloud. 
The moon dipped 'neath a cloud, 
As wrath on his kingly face fell. 

c 
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Quickly he hastened, and loudly he spake, 
Begone from me meanest of things, 

Lowest of knighthood, would ye think to espouse 
The child of a race of proud kings ? 

Was it e'er heard or read 

That a vassal should wed 

With the child of a race of proud kings. 

The eyes of the princess grew bleard and grew 
dim, 

And her little hand trembled right sore. 
As she placed it within her lover's broad palm, 

And together they turned from the door. 
The night winds came sighing. 
And the moonbeams were dying. 

As together they turned from the door. 

* 4c 4c * 'It- 

Fierce was the battle and many the foe, 

And the king was prest sore in the fight ; 
The arm of the victor was raised o*er his head. 

And the blade of his broadsword shone bright. 
There was groaning and dying. 
And struggling and flying, 

For bloody and sore was the fight. 
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Then there strode through the throng a mighty 
form strong, 

Who the foeman's sword strikes to the earth, 
And there lay its wielder all dead on the plain, 

Slain by the youth of mean birth. 
And the king cried and said, 
Thou art worthy to wed 

With the child of a race of proud kings. 
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THE OUTLAW. 



He was an outlawed chieftain, 

A terror far and wide, 
His only roof was the arching sky, 

And his home the mountain side, 
Under the sun 
There was only one 

Who loved that wild outlaw. 



By the lonely fount he met her, 
When she fill'd her pitcher brim, 

His lips were parched, his heart was sore, 
And she healed both for him. 

'Tis sweet to drink 

At the fountain's brink, 

And from eyes that are full of love. 
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** Sweet maid," he said, " I'm a wild outlaw, 

No shelter or home have I, 
Would you give your heart to a hunted man, 

Who is doomed by the law to die ? " 
** Not my heart alone, 
But my life is thine own. 

For I love thee, wild outlaw." 

Oh, they hunted him long, that chieftain bold, 
And they hunted that maiden brave, 

And they caught her at last by the clear fount's 
riU, 
Hard by to the robber's cave. 

" Now tell us," they cried, 

" Where the outlaw doth hide," 

But she answered them never a word. 

Then they bound her limbs to an iron stake, 
And they planted it firm in the strancj. 

And they left her there for the sea to o'erwhelm, 
As it came up the yellow sand. 

Silent but fleet 

It crept to her feet. 

And wrapt her fair form in its shroud. 
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In a cave of the rock the chieftain lay, 

He heard a shout on the strand, 
He looked out and beheld the deed 

That was wrought on the yellow sand. 
In a moment more 
He stood before 

The dreaded judgment seat. 

" 111 show you," he cried, "where the outlaw doth 
hide, 

I'll guide ye how to his cave, 
But first unloose that maiden bound, 

From the grasp of the angry wave." 
Then he led them all 
From the council hall 

To the brow of the dark grey cliff. 

A moment he gazed on the frowning deep, 

One moment alone gazed he. 
Then, " Behold the wild outlaw ! " he cried, 

And he hurled himself down to the sea ; 
And under the sun 
There was only one 

Who wept for that wild outlaw. 
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" AS THE SUN WENT DOWN IN 

THE WEST/' 

Who is he at the gate, 

Who thus knocketh so late, 
Quoth the earl, from his seat by the hearth ; 

If he calleth so loud, 

He will wake from its shroud 
Each spirit that rests in the earth. 

There entered the hall 

A stalwart knight, tall. 
Arrayed in his knighthood*s pride ; 

His visage was fair. 

And waving his hair. 
And his broadsword hung by his side. 

I've fought in the strife 
When perils were rife. 
And my knighthood I've gained, he cried ; 
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Then give me, he said, 
Yon beautiful maid, 
For you promised to make her my bride. 

The baron was wroth, 

And he swore by his troth. 
And his brow did with anger grow red ! 

She's affianced, he cried. 

To the chief at her side, 
And with himshe most surely shall wed. 

Then the gallant young knight 

Looked wrath, by the light 
Of the fire that sparkled and leapt ; 

And the baron scowled. 

And the watchdog howled. 
But the beautiful lady wept. 

And next day on the green 

Two rivals were seen, 
And one wore the young knight's crest ; 

And he swore he would fight 

For his lady's right, 
Till the sun went down in the west. 
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Oh, the Struggle was strong, 

And it lasted full long, 
And the fighters were sorely pressed ; 

And, alas, toll the bell. 

For the young knight fell. 
As the sun went down in the west. 

And the sweet lady fair. 

In grief and despair, 
Fled swift to the convent's shade ; 

And in vigil and fast 

Her lifetime she past. 
And she oft for her brave knight prayed. 

And each day, at its close, 

She silently rose. 
To gaze on the crimson west ; 

And she wept at the sight. 

As she thought of her knight, • 
Who went down with the sun to his rest. 
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THE ANGEL OF THE SEA. 

Moving softly o'er the water 

Goes a spirit to and fro, 
Gathering each son and daughter 

From the crael deep below. 

When the sun is bright at even, 
Up and down his beams he glides, 

Gently bearing souls to Heaven 
From the dark blue ocean's tides, 

And beneath the moon's soft glimmer^ 

In the stillness of the night. 
Floating up her silver shimmer 

To the far-off realms of light, 

With his snow-white garments streaming 

On the tranquil evening air, 
And his fair face sweetly gleaming 

With the look that angels wear. 
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When we sit at eve surmising, 

Gazing on the quiet sea, 
And we say a mist is rising 

Up to Heaven tranquilly. 

Tis his raiment softly trailing 

O'er the water's silver space, 
'Tis his robe that's dimly veiling 

From our gaze his angel face. 

When the friends are loudly weeping, 
When the/re wailing on the shore, 
In his arms he bears them sleeping 
To their rest for ever more. 
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THE FLOWER ON THE GRAVE. 

Two Kttle sisters, Nell and May, 

Their ages three and four, 
Did pass the day in mirth and play 

Around their mother's door. 

But it befel that little May 
Was called for up in Heaven, 

And so an angel passed that way 
One summer's time at even ; 

And as she floated back again. 

Upon her snow-white breast 
A little infant's head was lain, 

In purity and rest- 

And when they laid her body low. 

Then little Nelly crept. 
And watched the neighbours, sadly go, 

And marvelled why they wept. 
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And then all day she played alone, 

And oft beside the grave, 
Where stood the little cross of stone. 

And where the grasses wave. 

One morning to her mother's side 

In childish glee she sped ; 
Her two blue eyes were opened wide, 

Her cheeks as roses red. 

Her hair like gleaming golden rain 

Upon her neck did shower ; 
'* Sweet May is back," she cried " again ! 

But now she is a flower ! " 

And then she led her forth the cot, 
And pulled her by the gown, 

And showed her on the sacred plot 
A gold-eyed daisy crown. 

In vain the mother sadly smiled, 
And whispered, *' 'Tis a flower — 

But a gold-eyed daisy, child ; 
Twill fade in one short hour ! " 
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She answered, " Here they laid her down 

That sunny April day, 
And here the little flower has grown ; 

It surely must be May ! " 
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THE FIRST CHORD OF MUSIC. 

Drooping with sorrow, and weary with woe 

Sat beautiful Eve by the way ; 
Silently down earth's loveliest cheek 

Did griefs first teardrops stray. 

• 
Thinking with yearning of Eden's lost grove, 

Its shadowy walks and its bowers, 
And breezes that carried the fragrance around 

Of brightest and loveliest flowers. 

Wandering from Heaven an angel came ; 

He marked her weeping there ; 
Well did he know that his silver harp 

Could drive away sorrow and care. 

** Sister," he said — and his voice was as sweet 
As the sound of the sea at even — 

" This harp has power to soften thy woe ; 
It is one of the harps of Heaven." 
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Gently she took it, and tremblingly 

Her hands o'er the silver strings strayed ; 

Then there rose asound of such wondrous power ; 
A smile on her features played. 

Passing away with his golden harp, 

That angel was seen no more ; 
But the chord he left will remain among men 

Till sorrow and tears are o'er. 

Till 'tis caught again to the strains of joy 
That swell around the crj'stal sea. 

And nought but praises are turned to its note 
In the heavenly minstrelsy. 
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TO THE SUMMER WIND. 

Fitful summer breeze, 
Dancing in the trees, 

Making all the little leaves to sing. 
Lay upon my head 
Your sweet and airy tread, 

And the touch of your soft wing. 

Wandering at your will 
Over stream and rill, 

How the waters dance and smile 
As you catch its face 
In your soft embrace. 

And sport with them awhile. 

If upon the hill 

A little cloud rests still, 

* 

To its couch you hie, 

And awake it from its sleep. 
And chase it o'er the deep 

Of the boundless azure sky. 

i> 
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On a fairy's wedding day 
You speed you on your way, 

And as your light feet pass 
You set the heather bells 
All ringing through the dells 

Among the tall green grass. 

You rest upon the hill, 

Or you dance upon the rill, 
Or your robe sweeps o'er the wheat,. 

That a golden pathway pave ; 

Or you curl the summer wave 
With the touch of your light feet: 

Spirit of delight. 

Hid from mortal sight. 

One thing I ask of thee : 

Whenever thou dost stray, 
Oh, sweet wind, come my way,. 

And with thy wings envelop me. 
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THE WILD ROSE, 



A wild rose greW on its stem, 
Fresh, and fragrant, and fair ; 

It smiled at the summer sun. 
And toyed with the summer air. 

A knight rode down the lane. 
Whistling gaily and free ; 

He bent from his horse and plucked 
That wild rose from its tree. 



A moment it lay on his breast, 
But the next he had galloped away, 

And down in the summer dust 
The withered wild rose lay. 
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AN AUTUMN MORNING. 

'Tis a dreary autumn morning 
And the year, in misty sheen, 

Is thinking of the brightness 
Of the mornings that have been. 

Thinking of the spring-time. 

When she danced among the flowers, 
And the little birds made music. 

And days went by like hours. 

Thinking of the summer, 

When the sun with golden heat 

Made all the world a glory, 

And she stayed her dancing feet ; 

And wandered in the shadow 

Of the leafy laden trees, 
While the air was full of perfume. 

And the drowsy song of bees. 
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Now upon the blackthorn 

The redbreast sings alone, 
And though he singeth lustily, 

Tis but a plaintive tone. 

So the year is still and silent, 

And very pensive grown. 
While a dim grey mist is clinging 

Around her russet gown. 

And she's growing very weary. 
And would fain be resting now — 

Lying still and sleeping 
Beneath the spotless snow. 



-•♦•- 



as LEGENDS OP TBE RHINE, 



WHAT DOEST THOU? 

I asked of the stream as it went 

Dreamily towards the sea. 
Smiling on with a sweet content. 
By meadowy bank, and tree, 
" What doest thou, oh stream, that thou flowest 

so soft and still ? " 
And the streamlet smiled, and answered, "I do 
my Creator's will." 

I asked of the restless deep 

Why it dashed on the rocky shore ; 
Its answer came through the hurricane's sweep. 
Though the rushing of foam and roar, 
" I rise and rend the cavemed rock, or I lie 

asleep and still ; 
But the bounds of my realm I never pass, for I 
do my Creator's will." 
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I looked where the planets dwell, 

And I watched them shine and move, 
And I cried, " Oh, wandering lamps, can you 
tell 
Why you burn in the heaven above ? " 
Calmly their voices came down through the night, 
* One Maker has kindled each wandering light." 

A pure young daisy I spied 

Down by my feet as I strode : 
" White-fringed flower and yellow-eyed, 
What good doest thou by the road ? " 
The daisy looked up, and wondered and raised her 

yellow head, 
And pointing to the far-off sky, "I look up there,'* 
it said. 

The clouds on the mountain's brow. 
The winds that chase them away. 
The weeds that grow in the caves below, 
Far from the eye of day. 
They cried aloud, " Tis our Maker's will 
That we day and night all His word fulfil." 
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Then I turned to my soul and cried, 
" What doest thou, oh, my soul ? " 
No voice from within me replied, 
But a sorrow did o'er me roll ; 
Then in anguish I knew, as my heart was stilly 
That it never had done its Creator's will. 



THE END. 



